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spleen was directed against those fellow-countrymen who liad collaborated with the Germans.
Lynch law, and worse, prevailed in many of the towns which General Patch's army liberated. The Milice, German organised French Militia, were treated with a ferocity which 3ame as a startling shock to us who had not had first-hand experience of the unspeakable Gestapo cruelties.
One of the difficulties of the Press correspondents was shortage of transport; another, a petrol famine which Dreseiitly began to paralyse the whole campaign. We found yurselves, at times, piled seven or eight together in a clumsy ;ype of vehicle known as a weapon carrier. As there were ;empting possibilities .at every point of the compass, and ;he reporters were all individualists—each with his own dea of what his particular organisation wanted—these Darties sometimes became as harmonious as the United Stations.
Later on, however, Best arrived on the scene and com-nandeered a motor-car, which, by the strangest chance, Delonged to an English friend of his and had been left in Cannes at the beginning of the war. There it was, in the garage, still intact and in working order. I am at a loss to inderstand why it had not been commandeered before, but ;hen, as the Dutch are reputed to have hidden a complete >cean liner from the Germans for the whole duration of the ,var, perhaps it is not so remarkable.
Thereafter, Best and I began to motor about the unbroken isphalt roads like gentlemen. One anxiety was that the ;yres were not very good. We set off one day from Grenoble, leading for a garage in Aix where Best believed he could get iome more reasonable tyres. We were bowling along a nountain road when suddenly I yelled: " Stop." A round )bject was lying in the middle of the road. We jumped out ind—it was a brand-new tyre of the correct size. I no longer •efuse to believe in miracles.
Whenever the campaign seemed safest it suddenly became icutely dangerous. We were motoring into Cannes, and vhen. we came to a little river a mile or two from the town ;he jeep in front of us ran over a mine and blew up. We vere running along a peaceful road into Besan9on when afloodlighting the sky and sea with an angry glow. Pinewoodsto Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
